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chapter 14
TNSPECTOR BIRKENHEAD looked like the quint-
J[ essence of all those Scotland Yard Inspectors who have
figured in that vast and ever-growing field of literature,
detective stories. He was indeed the only begetter of a great
family. His position at Scotland Yard brought him into
immediate contact with all the journalists, writers, curious
persons and so forth who came in ever-increasing volume to
study the type. He was Scotland Yard's first line of defence,
and the first to break cover from the thickets upon the en»
circled criminal. Subtler minds up-stairs remained hidden
from the public eye and the public imagination. Criminals
never saw them, knew nothing about them. Camera men
never got hold of them. Between them and the amateur
detective, a great gulf, in the shape of Inspector Birkenhead,
was fixed. Edward Albert had met him already in a dozen
stories under a dozen names.
The Inspector was a big heavy man, big enough indeed to
be a lot of people. Edward Albert watched him place a chair
for himself in the middle of the room and adjust himself firmly
to its creaking accommodation, rest his hands upon his thighs
and stick out his elbows. " Edward Albert Tewler, I believe ? *
he said*
There is no hiding things from these detectives,
" Yes," said Edward Albert and the word half choked him.
His mouth was dry with fear.
He glanced in hope of some moral support from Pip,
but Pip appeared to be lost in admiration of En/in SeuL
" I'm told you engaged to marry my daughter and that
at the very last moment when everything was prepared for
the ceremony, you insulted her and everybody by absenting
yourself, absenting yourself without leave, from the ceremony*
Have I been correctly informed ? "
" I really did 'ave a temperature, Sir.  Over 104 it was.
Five degrees above normal."

